Green Fields 
(Song by Urban Heath)

(Chorus)
	Green fields growing, Summer breezes blowing
	Sun setting red against the sky
	There's no closer to heaven, Than the place were I am Iiving
	And I hope that I can be here till I die.

Many times I have wandered, There and over yonder
Looking for a better place to be.
But no matter where I wander, There or over yonder
I find that there's only one place for me.

	With it's green fields growing, and summer breezes blowing
	Sun setting red against the sky
	There's no closer place to heaven, Than the place were I am living
	And I hope that I can be here till I die.

Now some folk like their cities, Others like their mountains
For me its just the prairie beneath the sky
Where there's just plain folks a living , And all they know is giving
And to make it all you've gotta do is try.

	With those green fields growing, And Summer breezes blowing
	Sun setting red against the sky
	There's no closer place to heaven, Than the place were I am living
	And I hope that I can be here till I die.
	... and I hope that I will go here when I die.

This is my favorite song, from the many Nick wrote. The lyrics and music are completely original and the story is heartfelt and telling. Nick once told me that he thought I did a better job singing it then he, and I was quite honored by such a compliment from the man I saw as my hero. 
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